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had little or nothing to do with politics, and the patronage
was extensive.

So the play was ended, and in a blaze of triumph such
as England -had never known the King entered London
in the midst of a magnificent procession. Immediately
behind him rode the lord-general beside the obtrusive
Duke of Buckingham. Never before or since has a sub-
ject occupied such a position and arrogated less to him-
self. The ovation with which the King and his deliverer
were received was deafening. Charles was perfectly
dazed. He could hardly speak to his faithful Parliament
as Lords and Commons met him jostling one another in
a disorderly and excited mob. He recognised no one,
and was so exhausted with the din that he could not
attend the Thanksgiving in the Abbey. So as though
the note of incapacity must be struck at the outset; he
turned aside and took refuge in Whitehall Still the
glory of the conqueror was none the less, nor his satis-
faction less complete. He could lay his head on his pil-
low that night with the happy consciousness that the
burden of empire was lifted from his shoulders, that his
country was at peace again, and still more, which was
dearest of all to his great heart, that the triumph had
been won without the cost of a single life. together with the general himself, Morice, and
